44         AT THE CALL OF DEATH
He touched the blood on the mouth, Marked a star on the breast of his mail.
Then gripped his spear and swiftly sped On the track of the tiger's trail.
They were found at the turn of noon,
The young king and his foe. The beast was stretched above,
And the man lay dead below. The sabre fangs  had torn
The body and soul apart, But a broken spear was thrust
Deep in the monster's heart.
And the people built a pile,
As the dusk grew into night, Where they placed the king in state
With every fitting rite, And beside him his brother Bhim,
With the tiger at their feet ; Thus once again the slayers and slain
In their last long sleep did meet.
When the roaring furnace of flame
Burnt the pyre to ashes fine, The people over all
Built a stately forest shrine. And they wrote these words on the fane,
In their ancient Eastern screed, "Love wakes at the call of death."
The letters you still may read.